64                         PASTOR HALL

Egon Freundlich. Number two, pull your belly in. ...
Number five, half a pace to your rear ...

[This latter order is delivered to FRIEDRICH HALL, who makes
no attempt to obey.]

Hey, there, number five, wake up!

[Still FRIEDRICH HALL remains motionless. EGON FREUND-
LICH walks over to him.]

Here, you, are you deaf?
[He pushes FRIEDRICH HALL back.]

Friedrich Hall I'm sorry, I didn't know you were address-
ing me,

Egon Freundlich. Well, you know now. Perhaps you'll be
so kind as to draw back your right shoulder and place
your hand along the seam of your trousers. We don't
stand for any individualism here, you know.

August Karsch.

[A largely-built fellow with the hands of a labourer]
Here, Freundlich, put him in the rear rank. He'll spoil
the whole damned squad.

Egon Freundlich. Shut your dirty mug!

August Karsch. I don't want to be kept here all night, and
that's what'll happen if the Commandant comes along
and sees any mix-up.

Egon Freundlich. Were you put in charge of this squad or
was I? Supposing you wait till someone asks you to
speak.

[He goes to the front of his squad and addresses them.]